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apparent simplicity lies some of her charm. Her
countenance is perpetually in repose and there Is
grace in her unaffected dignity. She is intensely
feminine. That is perhaps the most significant fact
about her. That is my picture of the Indian
woman.
But they are not all like that. We have our
Anglicised specimens who wear short hair, sip cock-
tails and drawl. They sit back in their palatial
houses and in the comforts of their luxurious homes
talk glibly of the economic emancipation of women,
and expound on the depression that has swept
over the countries of the world. Their intellectual
sophistication they owe to Lawrence and Radclyffe
Hall and they even question the Judgment of Paris.
We have such women as that.
Yet how different this picture is from the Indian
woman of a few years ago. Then she lived her
life in the seclusion of the zenana, where no man
was allowed, and when she left her home she would
hide her face from-the outside world. The strict
rigour of social custom had made the purdah an
essential feature of her every-day existence.
The sophistication of the West had not found in
her an easy victim, and across painted lips and
plucked eyebrows was written the one word 'Taboo".
But to-day the accessories of the lady's boudoir
have found their way into the Indian home, and
rouge and lipstick have a place in the Society